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Judgement Day 


Author's Notes: 
| never intended to write about what happened in America during "The System Has Failed". It was far scarier to 
leave it to the imagination and allow people to speculate on what was happening there. However, someone 


wanted to speak. So | let them. This is their side of the story. 


Judgement Day. It was the name we gave to the day the bombs came. The day the world as we knew it ended 
and our lives came to a standstill. The day we'd never forget where we were. The day when we didn't know 


where we were going. 


| don't remember much of the following days. There were riots and police on the streets. Thousands were shot 
and those in control spoke a million different languages. Very few appeared to be American. We were rounded 


up and put into buses, on trains and, finally, on to planes. 


We were initially held in a camp in Florida. The men, women and children were separated and a tall, wire topped 
wall kept them apart. We all wore the same orange jumpsuits, making us easy to identify alongside the black 
and grey uniforms of the military. There was fighting, blood, and more deaths. The bodies were stacked in piles 


before being bulldozered into pits. Some things, it seems, never change. 


Then, one day, | left. It was unannounced and | didn't get the chance to say goodbye. | was shackled and loaded 
onto a van. From there, | was put on a plane. When | finally stopped, | found myself standing with thousands of 
other people. There was more wire, more walls, and more guns pointed at us. Before us was a monolithic 


building, a temple to the cult of killing. 


Think of every factory you've ever seen Grey, lifeless looking buildings with chimneys stretching into the sky. 
Now multiple that by a hundred and you're starting to get close to the size of this place. It stretched for 
what felt like miles, its smoke stacks reaching for the sky. The runway looked like a side street compared to 
the camp. That's right, they blasted a fucking runway through the mountains and forest so that they could 
bring even more people to the camp using the planes they'd commandeered from United and Delta. The sick 
part is that the aircraft still bore the liveries from their old lives, just with none of the comfort or free 


snacks. 


The grey buildings were constantly in motion. Smoke and flames belched into the sky. Guns constantly scanned 
the skies and the people below. Prisoners - because that's what were - were held in pens before being forced 
through large doors like cattle. Most of them would never see daylight again. Heck, most of them wouldn't see 


the end of the day. 


But | was special. | was one of the "chosen", someone who they'd seen as a threat to society. As automated 
walls and gates pushed us ever closer to the gaping doors, | noticed cameras watching us. Along with several 


others, | was moved away from the main line and taken through a different entrance. 


The interior of the buildings was sterile. All white walls and bright strip lights punctuated by mirrored by 
glass. There was the constant, overwhelming, sensation that you were being watched. Which, of course, you 


were, including in your own cell. 


I'd realised early on that there was no use in fighting. We'd all seen what happened to those who fought against 
what was happening. They were made examples of in the harshest ways possible. Just try erasing the image of 
people being hurled from twenty story buildings, run over with trucks, and stoned to death. Go on. | dare you 
to try forgetting that. Because | know | never will. 


Unlike at the camp in Florida, | was kept in a cell by myself. The shacks I'd once lived in had been dormitories. 
Communal areas where we'd whispered about overthrowing whoever had brought the plague of death on us. 
Yet we'd always been kept too hungry to do anything about it. | should have been happy of the solitude. Should 


have enjoyed the silence away from what | knew was happening. 


But this wasn't the kind of peace and quiet you found on a remote island in the middle of the Pacific. This was 
torture of the worst kind Left with your mind and debating what was going to happen to you and when. 


There was no sunlight in the cell. No moonlight, either. There were just four walls and the ceiling and floor. One 


wall was taken up by a steel door. There was a flap at the bottom where, at random points during the day, 


something resembling food was pushed through. Occasionally, clean jumpsuits would also arrive. 


From what | could tell, the camp was as automated as they could make it. Because no one in their right mind 
would want that work. Probably why they had so many sick fucks from around the globe sign up. Drive all the 
Americans into killing zones and keep the spoils for themselves. And damn, our country had a lot of spoils. 
What was left over from the economic downturn anyway. And what better way to start over, right? Kill 
everyone off and start again. Their own little Utopia 


My deluxe accommodation also came with a toilet, sink, and the kind of mattress that will permanently put 
your back out. Other than the camera in one corner of the ceiling, that was it. Nothing else but the ticking 
over of my mind. There was no one waiting when the door was opened. Instead | was summoned over a public 
address system in my cell and moved along the soulless corridors using automated walls and doors. There was 
nowhere to stray to. Nowhere to escape to. | never saw another soul until | was ushered into more white 
rooms. Even then, the people, if you can call them that, hid behind uniforms and masks. They all became one, 
all with the same purpose and goal. What they thought | could tell them, | don't know. | was just some guy 
who'd gotten famous and had opened his big mouth one too many times. What information they thought | held, 
Ill never know. They'd already searched my house. | know, because they dragged me out of bed so that they 
could threaten me while they took my computers, phone, and anything else they thought may be of value. 
While | was imprisoned, | realised it was probably used as evidence. If it hadn't, I'd have been dead the second | 
stepped through those doors. There wouldn't even have been a body for someone to pick up. Its a shame they 
didn't go to the bottom of my pool. Because that's where every good pirate buries their treasure. 


They showed me the Killing Floor, presumably to force me into saying something. | nearly did when | saw those 
poor bastards marching to their deaths. | nearly begged to join them just so that | could be free of the 
monotony of cell and torture. 


The Killing Floor. That's not what they called it. To them, it was the Euthanasia Bay. A safe, cuddly place where 


people went to sleep forever. 
But they didn't go to sleep. 


The Killing Floor was as automated as the rest of the camp. More metal walls herded people into single file. 
There must have been hundreds of those lines, all feeding from a central pool somewhere. Once a person was 
in line, another wall came up behind them, penning them in. Slowly those walls pushed them forward until they 
got to the front of the line. Once they were standing on that prime spot, they found themselves staring at a 
thin sliver in the metal. Their feet were resting on a mesh of wire. They might have been able to see the 


muzzle of the gun that was pointed at them. 


Hundreds of guns. All of them attached to their own squat robot. The sound of a hundred gun salute 
reverberating around that massive hangar-like space. Blood, brains, and body parts splattering against the 
metal backboards. Other people panicking and trying to escape over walls that seemed to grow ever higher. The 
walls closing in and holding the prisoners tight until it was their turn to face the robotic firing squad. The dead 
bodies dropping through the floor. And the music. 


The music they played to try and cover the sound of the killing. Loud, party music. Music for dancing in clubs. 


Music for dancing in stadiums. 
When | heard my own band play over the PA, | vomited. 
They were using me as a weapon. 


Welcome to Okanogan County Camp. Good luck on getting out alive. 


